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himself from his long sleep, and I feel his fiery breath.

Now I begin to see with his eyes and hear with his

ears, and the lights burn terribly and the sounds

pulsate through my blood.

(He turns> and immediately the floor of the night
club comes into mew and we hear the music of a
rumba and see a number of well-dressed but rather
unpleasant-looking people dancing. There are little
tables and chairs round the dance floor, and at the
back, under a large decoration made of jittering
writhing tinsel leaves, is a small platform. The
scene is lit with acid greens and violent purples.
JOHNSON regards it with enthusiasm^)
JOHNSON. Just the sort of place I wanted. Couldn't

be better. Make a big night of it.

(The dance has ended and now the bar is lit up again,

and there enter from below SIR JAMES PORKER, a

fat jgvmting elderly man, and two girls, who look

exactly alike, chiefly because they are wearing masks

Kke dolls9 faces. JOHNSON stares at them curiously^

, BARMAN. Good evening, Sir James.

; PORKER (gnwtf&g). Evening. Gimme three of the

usfeaL                                                ; .       <

BARMAN* Three of the usual.

(As PORKER and his two grls settle &&;lhe bar,
the HEADWATTER, a plump mootb foreign fellow,
with a queer face, comes down and bows.)

(bowing). Good evening, Sir James.